x                          Preface

My recollections of Mandell Creighton were written
down before the appearance of the " Life" of
him published by his accomplished widow. Mrs.
Creighton's view of her husband's character,although
so exhaustive and so largely illuminated by docu-
ments, was pre-eminently ecclesiastical; I venture
to hope that there is therefore still an excuse for
preserving the reminiscences of a lay friend, as an
appendix to her excellent monument. This is still
more the case in respect to Shorthouse, where the
official biography, I am bound to confess, seems to
me to present not an imperfect so much as a false
impression of a very singular person. The great
danger of twentieth-century biography is its un-
willingness to accept any man's character save at
the valuation of his most cautious relatives, and in
consequence to reduce all figures to the same
smooth forms and the same mediocre proportions.

The last portrait in my little gallery is more
obviously unfinished than any of the rest. If the
presence of M. Andre Gide among so-many of those
who have passed away is objected to, I will say that
I like to feel that I take one living friend with me in
my round of respectful visits to the dead. His is
not a portrait; it is hardly an outline; but I wish
to delay no longer in recommending to the study
of English readers a fascinating writer, still young,
who is destined I believe to take a place in the very
first rank of European writers.
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